112 be unable to accept the honor as he was obliged to dine in
the hosom of his family, fait—would I do him the honor
of taking a coffee with him and his wife at their home
after dinner? As the representative of the great Ameri-
can people (not at all sure of the heroic role we had
played in the great disaster of Smyrna) I most graciously
accepted, rose, bowed, shook his hand and escorted him
to the door where once again we exchanged polite thanks
and mutual felicitations. I went back to the table, un-
skinned the cold fish and proceeded to wet my whistle.
The meal was even lousier than at noon, but the service
was extraordinary. The whole restaurant was aware that
a distinguished visitor had arrived and was partaking
with them of their humble food. Mr. Tsoutsou and his
wife appeared for just a moment to see how I was faring,
commented bravely on the delicious, appetizing appear-'
ance of the skinned fish and disappeared with bows and
salaams which sent an electric thrill through the assem-
bled patrons of Herakleion's most distinguished restau-
rant. I began to feel as though something of vast import
were about to happen. I ordered the waiter to send the
chasseur out for a coffee and cognac. Never before had a
vice-consul or any form of public servant other than a
constable or gendarme sought me out in a public place.
The plane was responsible for it. It was like a letter of
credit.
The home of the vice-consul was rather imposing for
Herafcleion. In truth, it Was more like a museum than a
home, I felt somewhat hysterical," somewhat disoriented.
.The vice-consul was a* good, kind-hearted man but vain
as a peacock. He drummed nervously on the arm of the
chair, waiting impatiently for his wife to leave off about
Paris, Berlin, Prague, Budapest et cetera in order to con-
fide that he was the author of a book on Crete. He kept
telling his wife that I was a journalist, an insult which

